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Norioz.—The Editor will not be 


Fun Week by Week. 


By tHe Party ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Put on aclean collar and rushed off to Milford 
first thing this morning to bring the Duke of Connaught and the 
Duchess of York back to town (and their respective partners). Then 
off to the Palace (meaning the Crystal not Buckingham) to see the 
finish of the Australians v. South of England cricket match. 
Result—a draw (of course, most natural). 


HOW’S THAT? 


The smartest bats of the South Countree 
(With never a Johnnie Raw), 

A rare good team from over sea 
As ever a fellow saw, 

A wicket fit as it well could be 
And weather without a flaw— 

Of course the people all rushed to see, 
And, of course, the thing was a “ draw.” 


Attended the Drawing-room (in support of the Princess Christian), 
of course—whiled away some of the waiting time with peeps into 
Mr. McCarthy’s new book, ‘‘ Reminiscences.” Later on had a 
‘* private view ” look at the renovated rooms at Kensington Palace, 
and then went off to help Earl Kimberley give the prizes to the 
winners at the London University. Dined with the Newspaper 
Society at the Holborn, also with the Speaker and the Surveyors’ 
Institution, likewise with Mr. Chamberlain and the Seamen’s 
Hospital Society: at the Cecil, with Sir H. Harben, too, and the 
North London Hospital for Consumption in the same building. 


Thursday.—Didn’t want any breakfast! Hada B. and S. and a 
biscuit, and went off for a blow to the Crystal Palace. Found some 
new pictures just on exhibition there which “reminded we,” and I 
came back to town to see the Home Arts and Industries display at 
the Royal Albert Hall, Byam Shaw’s pictures at Dowdeswell’s, 
and the Royal Amateur Society’s show at Cromwell House. Dined 
with Mr. Rentoul at the Auctioneers’ Dinner, also at the Inaugural 
Banquet of the new Colonial Club. 


Friday.— Attended the rehearsal of the ceremony at South Ken- 
sington Museum, so that Her Most Gracious ma ve no trouble 
in laying the foundation “oe anak ea a quarter of a century behind 
time, by-the-way) next Wednesday. Called on the Duke of York 
afterwards, and took him out for the first time since his cold—took 
him to see his pa. Had an afternoon up the Thames afterwards, 
at Marlow; caught some trout. 

Saturday.—Lifeboat Saturday—splendid institution—come now, 
you other chaps, fork out your su riptions, Tve unfortunately 
left my purse at home (not that there’s anything in it). But come, 
chuck ’em a copper—silver or gold will do. 





SILVER AND GOLD AL80, AND EVEN NOTES, 
When the roaring gale and the seething sea 
Nigh cause the sailors’ hopes end, 
The seaman’s foremost thought will be 
To fling them a helping rope’s end— 
The landsman, too, would ease their plight, 
In him it’s surely proper 
(Who has no skillin knot or bight) 
To fling them the helpful copper. 
Gave Lady Campbell-Bannerman a helping hand over Willesden 
way in reopening the Passmore Edwards’ Hospital (at Harlesden, to 
be exact). Took the Princess of Wales from Messina to Tunis, and 
got the Institute of Journalists safely down to Sheffield. Left 
them talking (like everybody else) about “ seven-day papers.” 
Well, that’s all right, if it amuses them. Ran down to Leyton for 
an hour or two and saw the Australians defeated by Essex. Con- 
gratulated Young upon his bowling. Took Princess Christian to a 
meeting at Exeter Hall, Dined with the Speaker and the News- 
paper Press Fund at the Whitehall Rooms, also at the joint dinner 
(though there was more than a “cut off the joint”) of the Eighty 
and the Cambridge Liberal Clubs at the Masonic Hall, Cambridge. 


Monday.—Busy day! Brought Her Most Gracious up from. 


Windsor early; brought the youngsters up first (** Bee” and the 
rest of them), then went back forH.M.G. Took them to Kensington 
Palace, showed H.M.G. where she was born and all that. She 
seemed pleased and delighted to hear it all, and said the place had 
been nicely spring-cleaned, and she thought everything looked very 
pretty. Took her to Buckingham Palace, and left her to pick a bit 
and rest, while [ rushed off with a lot of the youngsters to the 
“‘ Professional Café Chantant” at the Cecil. Hel H.R.H. 
preside at an Imperial Institute meeting (that predestined and 
colossal failure seems to have some hope of struggling on to ite legs 
at last—by getting someone else to pay its rent!) Dined at the 


. Metropole with the Duke of Connaught and the East London 


Hospital for Children. Don’t know what clse I did; it was a day 
full of functions, though. 

Tuesday.—Can’t stand this lovely spring weather any longer 
must hove a holiday. So leave the ties and ‘ Society” hard 
at it and seeking sylvan shades, like r poets pen my 


ODE TO SPRING. 
It’s pretty clear that Spring is here 
keen winds let you it), 
And Spring serene has alway been 
A subject for the poet ; 
It’s quite the thing—So, here's to Spring 
That starts our corns and bunions, 
Spring greens to oe oo oe too, 
Spring cleanings an onions. 
pring 88 pring Te 
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answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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THE QUEEN’S BIRTHDAY AT THE FARM. 











































THE Queen’s birthday! the Queen’s birthday ! 
The joyful twenty-fourth of May! 

We'll drink her health with right good cheer, 
In a glass of wine or sparkling beer ; 

For we've done well, had lots of ‘‘ Fun,” 
Since first her merry reign begun ; 

And still quite jolly she appears, 

Crowned with her glorious eighty years. 


Hip, hip! hurrah 











The Clothed in Art, not the Nude. 


THERE was once a very worthy artificer who made picture 
frames. One day he went to an exhibition, and was delighted at 
finding sundry specimens of his own production gracing the line. 
Standing before a work of art he jubilantly pointed out to a visitor 
the pride of place accorded, The visitor hum’d and ha’d, and 
gently reminded the vainglorious one that the picture before them 
was the work of a famous painter, and one of his gems. ‘Oh, get 
out!” said the boaster. ‘“‘ What's he got to do with it? Don’t you 
understand, I made the frame?” 

This anecdote is forced upon our memory by the criticism 
of the Tailor and Cutter, a trade journal. Its critic has 
been to the Royal Academy in much the same spirit as 
the. picture-frame maker. He went not to see the pictures 
or even the frames, but to observe and pick holes in the 
costumes of gentlemen in their portraits, and he finds 


to his dismay that portrait painters are not sartorial artists, any- 





how. He rails at their deficiencies in this respect, and declares that 
they grossly libel the noble brotherhood and craft of tailors. He 
is filled, too, with consternation as to the ideas posterity will con- 
ceive of tailoring art in this fin-de-siécle, and says . . . Oh, there, 
never mind, Mr. Tailor and Cutter, and don’t be goose enough to 
imagine that anybody with the least glimmering of an art sense ever 
remembers, or cares a rap, how a man’s coat and vest, etc., fit him, 
or become him, in his canvas presentment. 








Three Sen-Se(a)s. 
“ HAL at sea,” said the cockney, finding himself unable tomanage 
a boat. 
‘‘ Haul at sea,’’ said the sailor, pulling a rope. 
‘Hall by the Sea,”’ said the Margate tripper. 
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’Arry to ’Arriet. 

Kim, ’Arriet, me rorty gel ! 
Dress flash now, for yer must, 

So all ther bloomin’ town kin tell 
We’re out “‘ upon ther bust!” 

Yer ’air must ’ang over yer eyes 
In yer most saucy way; 


Yer ’at must be ther biggest size, 
Fer it’s Benk ’Ollerday! 


I’ve got a ‘thick ’un’’—yus, an’ more! 
An’ tell yer wot we’ll do— 

We'll tike a trip to ther sea-shore: 
We're “‘ scorchers ’’—me_ an’ you! 

We'll mike ther grown-up jossers stare, 
An’ all their little imps, 

Until their eyes stick-out—well, there ! 
Jist like a tasty s’rimp’s ! 

We'll chuck ther booze abart ther plice, 
We'll ’oller till we’re ’oarse ; 

I’ll slap yer pretty, saucy fice, 
An’ yer’ll punch me, in course ! 

We'll wind up wiv a song an’ darnce 
Arawud the bloomin’ town, 

An’ if the ‘‘slops ” gives us the charnce, 
We'll go ’ome boozed an’ brown! 








——$————_—_—_ 





Mr. Dudley Hardy. 

i [Mr. Dudley Hardy, the well-known 
i artist, has been adjudicated a bankrupt. | 
ALAS! ’tis very sad, you know, 

That Art to this Court e’er should go: 
His affairs, now he’s in this plight, 

Will be shown up in black-and-white ! 


A Song of the Sea. 


I’LL sing youa song of the sea— 
It’s very annoying to me; 

If I bathe when it’s hot, 

I’ve to swallow a lot, 

And so we shall never agree! 








I’ll sing you a song of the sea— 
It’s very demanding to me; 
When a boat I have yot, 

I’ve to give up a lot, 

And so we shall never agree ! 











Pricks of Conscience. 

‘‘GIVE mea shingle beach,” said the 
grocer; “the sight of sand spoils my 
holiday.”’ 








Mother.—*‘ You naughty boy ! 


MD 


\ 





Why did you tell me a lie?” 
Son.—*‘’Cos I knew yer’d spank me if I told the truth.” 








To “Victoria.” 


Victoria ! Royal Lady best beloved ! 
All nations now, their homage bring to thee, 
Thy goodness flows in one perpetual stream, 


Thou castest o’er all hearts a potent spell, 
Undying, ardent, most profound devotion, 
Now ever found in our great Empire's well. 


For joy of thy far-famed and glorious reign 
Let all the widespread nations of our race 
Join now in one grand song of love and praise, 





The very fibres of our heart are thine ; 








OUR SONG OF LOVE AND PRAISE. 


Renowned throughout all lands, and o’er each sea. 


Hail ! Mighty Empress, Queen supreme of ocean ! 


Whose splendid record history’s pen shall trace ! 


Thou Mistress of our deep, far-reaching thoughts, 


Our strength, our power, our life, our boundless love, 
Shall ever make thy throne transcendent shine. 


JANE H. OAKLEY. 





Not Used To It. 


Bill,—“‘ ’Ow did yer like yer bathe, ’Arry ?”’ 
'Arry.— Not at all: it was so bloomin’ wet 


,7? 
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Candid. 


First Seaside Lodging-house Keeper.—‘t What are you going to do 
on Bank Holiday, Mrs. Fleecem ?”’ 
Second Ditto.—‘ The visitors, I ’opes! ”’ 








The Latest High-Wren-Icon. 


Sin Witi1amM Ricumonp says that writing is not his busines; 
decorating (St. Paul’s) is. The Eirenicon of the Czar is quite in 
the shade now. 








An a Dore-able Picture. 


said the dear old lady, “‘ we went to see Doré’s 
t Leaving the Petroleum.’ "’ 


“Tre other day,”’ 


treat picture, ‘ ‘ 
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THE FIRST MALE VISITOR IS GENERALLY MADE MUCH OF, 
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Eighty Years of Age. 


THE “ reigning toast” of bygone days 
By every pen was wildly praised— 
Her beauty was the poet's theme ; 
And sonnets scribbled by the ream 
A dust of adulation raised. 
The noblest felt it honoured them 
Upon her modish whims to wait— 
ut, oh, her beauty faded fast, 
Her reign was all too quickly past, 
And gone too soon her tinsel State— 
Her place usurped ; with sigh and tear 
She vainly strove lost loves to find— 
The skin-deep beauty of a year 
Knew not the beauty of the mind. 


But she, the Lady whom we praise, 
Through sun and cloud and joy and tear, 
For three score years has nobly 
reigned, 
And every year new lovers gained, 
And to her subjects grown more dear. 
And East and West and South and 
North 
Men rise to-day and bless her name— 
True Queen, true Woman, Mother, 
Wife, 
True Lady—through a noble life 
Her people’s good her only aim! 
Of loving hearts she built her throne; 
Her sceptre no mere gilded toy— 
One with her Empire she has grown, 
Through woe and gladness, grief and 
joy! 
From East and West and South and 
North, 
Togreet her Kings and Princes press— 
Though race for ever strives with 
race, 
And wild War stalks with angry 
face, 


Men only speak of her to bless. 





Mother of kings, benign and wise, 
A great example she has set, 
And future kings of her may learn 
How best their subjects’ love to earn, 
How best to live without regret. 
For she, throughout her lengthy reign, 
Has worked for one great noble end— 
Nor has her labour been in vain, 
We call her Queen, we know her 
Friend. 
No one so lowly placed but she 
Can understand his joy and grief — 
His joy her heart with pleasure 
stirs ; 
Grieved with his grief, she makes it 
hers ; 
And, sympathising brings relief. 
So peer and peasant bless her name ; 
Her guerdon is her people’s praise— 
And love and reverence combined, 
Go where she may, she still will 
find; 
Our loyalty’s no empty phrase. 
In triple strength she still is strong, 
Lady of Shamrock, Thistle, Rose ! 
“* God save the Queen,”’ a heartfelt cong, 
Still rises wheresoe’er she goes. 


**God Bless the Queen!” we cry to-day ; 
With joy that trembles into tears— 
God doubly bless the noblest Queen 
The whole wide world has ever seen; 
Crown her with honour as with years! 
God Bless the Queen !—Far distant lands, 
Lands of our kinsmen o’er_ the sea, 
With the Old Country's joy rejoice, 
And praise with no uncertain voice 
The Crown which binds yet leaves 
them free, 
To that safe bondage we will cling, 
No Little England mean and base :— 
* God Bless the Queen!""—We proudly 
sing 
The song that links the British Race. 





The reigning toast of bygone days 
By ev’ry pen was wildly praised— 
Her beauty was the poet’s theme, 
And sonnets scribbled by the ream 
A dust of adulation raised. 

The noblest felt it honoured them 
Upon her modish whims to wait— 
But, ch, her beauty faded fast, 

Her reign was all tco quickly past, 
And gone too soon her tinsel State! 
But she, the Queen we praise to-day, 
All rivals we have place above— 
Though three-score years we’ve borne her 
sway, 
She’s still the Lady whom we love! 


How Some Holiday- 
Makers Should Travel. 


” 


KISSABLE young ladies— By ‘ ’bus(s). 
Fine-looking men—By han(d)som(e). 
Disagreeable people—By ‘ growlers.” 
Athletes—By train. 

Tutors—By coach. 

Teachers of deportment—By carriage. 














Tod Sloan’s Rival. 


[‘*It is announced that the jockey, 
Reiff, who can go to scale at 4st. 4lb., has 
decided to goto England to give Tod 
Sloan some opposition.”’—Central News. ] 


Ir he comes over here he may “‘ ride the 
high horse,”’ 

But as he’s so light, as a matter of course, 

Though of racing his views he will 
probably state, 

Whatever he says will not carry much 
weight ! 


— 
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EIGHTY YEARS OF AGE. 








(For Cartoon Verses, see page 164.) 
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Mr. Johnson from London. 
CHAPTER IV. 


‘* WELL, I’ve just had about enough of this,” said Mr. Johnson, 
still holding the letter addressed to Mr. Potter in his hand, as he 











“Here's A Finn!” 


strode about the shrubbery in high dudgeon. ‘And enough’s as 
good as a feast, as the saying goes. First of all, to be bullied by a 
fat-headed inspector, then cheeked by a saucy servant, and now 
‘ My Lady’ wants me to deliver a letter to the boss that will, per- 
haps, get me the sack. I ain’t a bad-hearted man, but sooner than 
do that, I'll burn that precious wig of hers, and let her go bald- 
headed for the rest of her natural.” 

“Tarnation! What's that? I’ve nearly broken my toe!” he 
exclaimed, as he stumbled over an object in the undergrowth. 
‘* My word, here’s a find. It’s the missing jewels, or I’m a Dutch- 
man. The thieves must have been in a deuce of a hurry, or my 
lady has hidden them there herself. Now wouldn't my friend the 
inspector just give his two ears to see this. But, no, no, I’ve had 
enough of being flouted about, I’m going to be the hero of the hour. 
My lady will see me now.” 

He hurried back to Lady Heersute’s apartment. 
was empty, and he knocked softly at the door. 

“If only she would open the door herself,’’ he muttered, ‘I 
could tell her of the discovery, fix the wig, draw the reward— 
ape ai sure to be a reward—and be off in less than a quarter-of-an 

our.” 

But, alas! for Mr. Johnson’s castle-building, the door was opened 
by Sozel. 

“Vat!” she screamed, ‘ you not gone, and me lady ordare!”’ 

‘No; and, what's more, I ain't going, my dear,” said Mr, John- 
son, Winking his eye. ‘Just you tell my lady I have made a 
discovery.” 

“You are a clevare man,” sneered Sozel. ‘ We knows of your 
deescovery. It is ze nothings. Me lady no care. No. Bah! She 
say, Go to ze—ze—vat you call him? Me lady will no speak till 
you gets ze reply from ze great Potter. Booby! Bah!” 

‘Well, I’m darned!" muttered Mr. Johnson, as the door was 
again slammed in his face, ‘‘and I came to restore her property, 
worth, perhaps, hundreds of pounds. I will go back to ze great Mr. 


The corridor 





Potter, and let him get some of these kicks by getting him to come 
down here himself. He draws the ‘oof,’ so it’s only fair. And 
way, hang me, if Jd td hidit yi 





the 





where my lady or the inspector can’t stumble across them, but 
I'll leave the wig for old Potter.” 

Mr. Johnson fulfilled his full design, and succeeded in effectually 
hiding Lady Heersute’s jewels in the shrubbery. But little did he 
think while so engaged that he stood a chance of being caught red- 
handed disposing of the stolen property by the detective, whose place 
he had unintentionally taken, and whose name was identical with 
his own. 

That gentleman made his way to the Hall, while Mr. Johnson, 
the perruquier, hurried off to the station to catch the next train for 
London. 

Sozel, loitering about the entrance to see if the perruquier had 
really gone, encountered the detective as he strolled up; and looked 
at him inquiringly. 

‘‘T want to see Lady Heersute at once,” he said abruptly. 

‘*No, no. She is not at home, and can see nothings, except ze 
gentlemans from London.”’ 

‘‘T am ze gentlemans from London,” mimicked the detective. 

“Ah! at last. At last it has come!’ exclaimed Sozel, dancing 
round him. ‘ Me lady will see you in once. Come wiz me.” 

‘‘ Jt,” murmured the detective, as he followed the maid. ‘I sup- 
pose its only ignorance, but it sounds deuced like cheek.”’ 

‘‘Go in,” commanded Sozel. ‘‘ Me lady have wait for you so 
long.” 

Mr. Detective Johnson entered Lady Heersute’s boudoir with the 
confident air of a police officer on duty, but stood spellbound as he 
caught sight of a shining orb reclining in an easy chair. 

“What is it?” he gasped, gazing at my lady’s bald pate. 

Lady Heersute turned round and screamed. 

* You are not Mr. Potter,” she said. 

‘‘ No, my lady, I’m Mr. Johnson, but I can do your business just 
as well, I daresay.” 

‘‘What are you laughingat, sir?” 

‘*T really can’t help it, my lady. 
it’s so curious to see——”’ 

‘Enough, sir. I lost my beautiful hair with my jewels. Do 
your business at once, please.” 

‘Certainly, my lady. It was, of course, necessary to interview 
you first of all,’’ said the detective, bringing forth an enormous 
note-book. 


I had no idea, you know. And 











Is IT?” GASPED THE DETECTIVE. 


WHat 


‘‘ Naturally,’’ replied Lady Heersute icily 
“Ah! Then point? I must take the order 
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‘But I have already sent Mr. Potter the order.” 

“ T never had it, my lady. My instructions were to see you, get 
as much information as possible with regard to your loss, and then 
act conjointly with my colleague, Inspector Goodman.” 

“ But why with him? I cannot see anyone till you have done 
your business.’’ r 

It won't be necessary for you to see him, but I shall, doubtless, 
need his help when I’m fixing it all up. I shall have to drawa 
cordon of police round you, as it were.” 

‘‘Sozel,” whispered Lady Heersute, faintly, ‘send the man 
away; he’s mad. I'd rather die than make such an exhibition of 
myself. Let the police find my jewels if they will, but they shall 
not see my wig tried on. Take him away. I shall havea fit!” 

“Madame is satisfied,” said Sozel to the detective: “she will 
have a fit, and it will suit her; so nice.” 

“What an unfeeling baggage!” muttered the detective as they 
got outside. ‘ Oh, here’s my partner, I suppose!” he added, as he 
nearly stumbled over Inspector Goodman. 

‘* Inspector Goodman,” he said, extending his hand, ‘I’m Mr. 
Johnson, from London!” 

‘¢ Lor’, sir, how clever! I should never have known you.” 

‘¢ Clever?” : 

‘*A wonderful disguise, sir, Even J should never have known 
you!”’ 

(To be continued.) 








Waftings from the Wings. 

Visitors to London at Whitsuntide should make their way to 
the Princess’s Theatre, Oxford Street, where that extraordinary 
drama Woman and Wine, which has caused such an enormous 
amount of comment, will be presented with all its thrilling 
incidents, including the fight to the death between Marcelle and 
La Colombe. A great dramatic critic has written of this drama 
that, hardened playgoer as he was, he forgot he was in a theatre ; he 
watched the piece as though he were witnessing a drama in real 
life, so intense was the impression created. So great is the interest 
that has been aroused that the management received the other day 
a cablegram from New York booking 23 seats for the special 
morning performance of Woman and Wine on Whit-Monday. 


H.R.H. the Grand Duchess of Mecklenburg Strelitz and suite 
were present at the Princess of Wales’ Theatre, Kennington, last 
week. The Grand Duchess expressed her profound appreciation of 
Mr. Arthur's beautiful playhouse. The Bishop of Rochester, Sir F. 
Luking, and Sir Arthur Blyth were also among the audience. The 
Whitsun attraction will be the revival of Jim the Penman, with a 
powerful cast, including Messrs. Sugden, G. W. Anson, and W. L. 
Abingdon. The lavishly sumptuous decoration, both internal and 
oa has promoted this theatreinto the category of the sights of 

ondcn. 


The famous Spanish chanteuse and danseuse, La Belle Otero, is 
once again amongst us, performing at the Alhambra, with, if any- 
thing, anaugmented charm. The castanet dance is indeed a sight 
not to be missed. It’s Spanish, quite Spanish, you know !—and 
that’s an apt description. Her costumes glorious, diamonds count- 
less, and style bewitching, almost make one’s mind reel, so 
intoxicating is the tout ensemble. M. Rudinoff is a new comer, and 
entertains one simply and cleverly. The Red Shoes and A 
Day Off,C. T. Aldrich, tramp juggler, and the Kaufmann Trick 
Bicyclists constitute an ample programme. 


The unexampled success of the new ballet at the Empire Theatre, 
Round the Town Again, has by no means induced the management 
of this popular house to rest upon its oars. The attractive pro- 
gramme here is shortly to be rendered more attractive still - the 
addition of Mdlle. Spampani, an equestrienne whose remarkable 
attainments have for some time past acquired admiration on the 
Continent. The liberal programme inaugurated on Whit-Monday 
includes (in addition to Round the Town Ayain) the celebrated 
operatic vocalist, Mdlle. Caro Lucas, the inimitable comic conjuror, 
Imro Fox, the ever-popular bicycle polo team, and Taffary's 
calculating dogs, in connection with which it is interesting to 
record that the “star’’ of this clever canine troupe is the only dog 
that has presented a bouquet to Her Majesty the Queen, the unpre- 
cedented ceremony in question having taken place at Windsor 
Castle in November, 1897, upon the occasion of the performance, 
by command of the Queen, of a special selection of Empire 





attractions. 

A programme of the Whitsuntide holiday performances at the 
ever-attractive Royal Aquarium, Westminster, has been forwarded 
to us by Mr. Josiah Ritchie, the president and managing director 





. cr? 
of t ety. It is of immense length 


The six weeks’ International Chess Congress will open in the 
St. Stephen’s Great Hall, May 30th. The last congress held was 
1883. Nearly £2,000 will be distributed in prizes. 


The first summer show of the season was held at the Royal 
Botanic Society’s Gardens, Regent’s Park, last Wednesday. An 
unusually excellent assortment of tulips was exhibited by the Royal 
National Tulip Society. It is intended to hold promenade concerts 
on Wednesday evenings, and the occasion of the flower show was 
regarded as an inauguration of what is expected to be a charming 
half-holiday resort. The illumination of the grounds evoked much 
admiration. These splendid gardens have, doubtlessly, a high 
commercial value as a place of recreation, and this feature only 
requires good organisation to gain the public support. 


The private view of the Exhibition of Antique Needlework- 
Pictures, Caskets, and Mirror Frames, dating from 1600 to early 
Victorian, will be held on Thursday, 25th inst., at the Modern 
Gallery, 175, Bond Street. The exhibition, which has been 
arranged by Mrs. Shaw (née Crommelin) and Mrs. F, H. Anderson, 
is under the patronage of H.R.H. Princess Christian of Schleswig- 
Holstein and H.R.H. Princess Louise, Marchioness of Lorne, and 
will be open to the public from 2tth inst. to 6th June. 


“One and All” Gardening Annual, 1899, isa marvellous aggrega- 
tion of information upon the subject of the culture and ornamen- 
tation ofthe garden. The intrepid editor, Edward Owen Greening, 
is confident, from the steady sale of the annual, the fourth of its 
issue, that the taste for the sweetest and purest hobby of garden- 
ing is shared by an increasing band of adherents, amongst whom is 
the prominent Royal Academician, Thomas Sidney Cooper, who 
contributes some verses pathetically and adequately entitled ‘‘ The 
Golden Sunset of Life.”” The volume can be purchased at the 
moderate price of 2d., post free, ee and, according to the pictorial 
embellishments, the printing, and the high-toned paper, the price 
is phenomenal and commentless, The address is 3, Agar Street, 
Strand, W.C. 


Conveniently adapted for the pocket is the “ Tourist’s Vade 
Mecum of Spanish Colloquial Conversation,’ being a careful selec- 
tion of conventional phrases. With the latter are given the exact 
pronunciation, an invaluable assistance. The little volume is pub- 
lished by Sir Isaac Pitman and Sons Limited, London, Bath, and 
New York. Price Is. 





Another Psalm of Life. 


(AFTER LONGFELLOW.) 





VEX us not with Sunday numbers, 
Let us calmly sleep and dream ; 

On our humble beds, our slumbers 
Are as pleasant as they seem. 


Life’s a burden, filled with study 
Of what mortals do or think: 
Where's the brain that won't go muddy 
Overgorged with printers’ ink ? 


Not your vaunted hundred columns 
Is our destined food to-day ; 

We require no flimsy “ vollums ”’ 
Our emotions apt to sway. 


Art is crude, and type is Lino, 
Home-grown praise is apt to rave; 

Still you only want the “ rhino,” 
You don’t want our souls to save. 


Trust no posters, though astounding 
(‘* Bill acceptance ”’ dangerous is), 

Lo, ’tis but the bounders bounding; 
Champagne ain’t the only fizz! 


All the world’s broad field of tattle, 
All the blessed buzz of life, 

Served up all the week; why that'll 
Last one day with babes and wife. 


Wives of poor men all remind us, 
We can help them in their ways ; 

Holding that our marriage binds us 
To deserve their love and praise. 


Let us then be up and helping, 
Lest the family should vacate ; 
’Spite the rival newsboys’ yelping, 





Let us he Ip to boil and bake. 
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Master CAMPBELL-BANNERMAN OBJECTS TO HIS NuRSE Times’ REPORT OP WHAT 
HE SAID IN THE HovusE ON THURSDAY, THE 1ITH INSTANT. SHE SAYS HER OLD FRIENDS 
Daily Telegraph anv Daily Chronicle say THE SAME AS SHE DOES; BUT NOW SHE 
REGRETS IT, AND SAYS HE WAS TALKING ABOUT ‘‘ HomME” AND NoT “ Burns.” 


STERN and erect wee Campbell-Bannerman stood, 
3old was his strut on, as his habit would, 

‘‘ Let her have sport! my accuracy defied! ” 

He spank her face, and the others cried. 














*On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s’’ WASHERWOMAN. 


‘Ere it is agin! Anuther Bank 
’Ollerday! Well, ‘‘the more _ the 
merrier” (as Mr. ‘*‘ Pony” Moore re- 
marked), only we ‘’avent ‘ad much 
time to save up between Easter and 
Whitsun ; ’owever, we shall all try to 
enjoy ourselves in our several ways; 
some people can enjoy theirselves with- 
out money, so long as other folks pay for 
the enjoyment! 

At the time of ’ritin’, things are 
lookin’ a bit serius inthe Transvaal ; it’s 
been brewin’ for a long time, an’ now 
the ‘‘brew,’’ so to say, seems to ‘ave 
come to a ’ead, but let’s ’ope it will all 
end in froth. We shall ’ave to sit on 
Old Kruger, an’ keep sittin’ on 
‘im, for ’e’s like a blessed Jack- 
in-the-box, allus poppin’ up if 
you don’t keep ’im under. ’Owever 
matters may turn out, I don’t think 
Wiry William will send any more telle- 
crams. Iseethat Billy ’as been busy super- 
intending the’rehearsal of ’is drama [who 
wrote it ?] I never knewa man with so 
many “irons in the fire”; no wonder 
that ’e occashunally ‘* burns ’is fingers ’’ ! 

China is pluckin’ up, an’ ’as refused 
Russia’s demand to construct that there 
railway ; but, if it wasn’t for John Bull, } 
John Chinaman woud do just wot Russia 
arst, an’ the latter don’t ever arst much 
—oh, no! Accordin’ to Lord Charles 
Beresford, China is in a very bad way, 
an’, unless ’andled very tenderly, it looks 
like fallin’ to pieces, an’ then won’t 
there be a scrambel for the fragments ! 

Mrs. Druce’s ‘‘hand”’ case, in ’er ’avin’ 
to hand out the palmist £100, wich I 
dessay Mrs. D. thinks is ’ard lines. I 
s’pose the palmist didn’t tell ’er of this 
little bit of fortune, or, rather, misfor- 
tune. There is no doubt that there is a 
lot of fate konnected with a wornan’s 
‘and; it all depends whether she gives it 
to the right man or not in marriage. 

I am very sorry to ’ear that Sir ’Enery 
Irving is ill again, an’ wish ’im a speedy 
recovery. By the bye, Miss Nellie Far- 
ren is torkin’ of comin’ back to the 
stage, if that beastly roomatism will 
only let ’er. Wot a welkim she woud 
‘ave! ‘I'd get a seat if I ’ad to stand,” 
as the Irishman remarked. 

My boy Sam tells me that Essex 
beatin’ the Australians is a big feather 
in their cap—cricket-cap ; that Young is 
one of the “good old sort,” an’ Mead 
deserves 'is meed of praise. 
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CITY OF LONDON 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


- - TAN GLOSS, or 


ANDERSON’S 
DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


(OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 


” 9” SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
” ” GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 


° " BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, beots are ready to wear. 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON'S goods, and be sure you get them. 












5, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON, E.C. 











